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1 Dee 1 
Sir William Cook's winding of the Horn, | 1 
JN Pallentine Day in the Morning, b 
Bright Pbœbus began to appear, 
Sir William Coo winded hi, Horn, 
For his going to hunt the Hare; 11 
Saying, Handford uncouple your Beagles, 
Aid let them be queſting along, | c 
For loſe her, or win her, we muſt go to Dinner, | 
Or elſe they will think we {lay long. 8 
I pray, ſays Handford, forbear, Sir, oh REES uf 
And talk not of Dinner ſo ſoon, | 
We have not been hunting this Year, Sir, | 
How can you give over by Noon: 
Black Seven ſhall warm your bay Robin, 
And make him go ſmoaking along, ] 
Bonny, Dick he ſhall not gallop quick, 
It we light of a Hare that is ſtrong. ( 


ill. Handford, then ſaid the good 'Squire, 
I mean tor to ſhew you a Trick, 
] vaiuc- no Hedges or Ditches, 8 
Fil make you to know bonny Dick; 16 


| The Morning was pleafant all over, 


* 1 

Then thev for the Groves in Bo Feilds, 
We thali there ten thouſand to one. 

There's Vonder, hark to old Thunder, | 

Away W hore away ſhe is gone! 


So bright and to clear was the Sky, 
We made all the Woods for to ring, 

Wich the Noiſe of our ſweet Harmony; 
It was for the Space of three Hours, 

We heid all our Horſes with Speed, 
Black S/oven lay hard to bay Kobin, 

But yet he could not do the Deed. 


It was about Nine in the Morning, 
We ſounded her firit paſſing Bell; 


Sir William Cao put up his Horn, 
And ſwore a freſh Hare would do well. 


Saying, Handford, I'll have at black Sloven, 
And make him in Purple to ride, 

And if that he offer to tire, 
L' certainly liquor his Hide. 


You will ſerve him right, ſays Jack Wilſon, 


For he has been taunting of me; 
I never was. beat in the Feild, 
Now for a freſh Hare let us ſee; 
O there is fome Cloſes of Corn, 
Look well ro your Range every one, 


There's Vonder, lo! hark to old Ti bande 


Away Whore ! away ſhe is gone! 
O1d Blue-Bel ſhe crv'd it before, 


And ſhe cry'd it quite over the Lane, 
And after came twelve Couple more, 


And they rally'd it over the nad Then 


R 
Then bonny Dick play'd with his Bridle, 
And ran at a deſpeiate Rate; ws - 
A Pos rake you Handford, you're Idle, 
Muit I open for you the Gate? 


Your humble Servant, good Maſter, 
I hope 1 fhall not die in your Debt, 
Iwill make black Sloven go faſter, 
For now he begias tor to ſweat: 
I here's Jonter, old Wunder, and Dido, 
And MHerrylaſs, (wittly runs on; 
There's Lockwood, Ringer, and Ranter, 
And Beauty that leads the Van. 


He tended them ſtrongly and ſtoutly, 
We muit into Salton Clay-field, 
Black S/oven began to grow weary, - 

and made a fair offer to yield: 

Tack MWilllſan came whipping before him, 
do well did bonny Robin maintain, 
Thon aſter came Berry: bearing, | 
; Black Seven was ſpurr'd all in vain, 


But he had the Luck and good Chance, 

Lo go now and then by the String, 
She led us a delicate Dance, | 

Likewiſe as we came the laſt Ring: 
A treſh Hare we tlarted Duce take her, 
We ne'er were ſo vexed before, 

For e'er we could make the Dogs forſake 
We ran her two Miles and more. 


Wirh that we leſt Sir William Cook, 
To ponder upon the old Hare, ly 
ghe cunningſe leap'd over the Brook, 
And a deſperate Leap I declare: 


e 

We had not gone half a Mile further, 
E'er this cunning old Giply we *ipy'd, 

Was making back to her old Quaricis, el 
Away Whore! away Whore! we cry'd. 

\way W hore! away my bonny Beagle! 
And he merrily winded his Horn: 

Hur Beagles all tols'd up their Noſes, 

They made him a ipecdy Return; 

Ve diew them juſt up ro the Point, 

W here this cunding old Gipſy had gone, 

ou ne'er {aw a better Day's Hunting, 

In all your Life under the Sun. 


or their was Tantivy and Tyler. 
They founded her lalt paſſing Bell, 
ack Wiiſon made Signs unto Hand ford. 
A Cup of Old Hock would do well.“ 
days Handſord, now Maſter, ride faſter, 
For now I begin for to cool, 
ith Sweat all my Cloaths are as wer, 
As though I had been dipp'd in a Pool, | 


Vere theſe not three dainty fine Puſſes, 
They neld us from Seven to One, 
Ve never gave Breath to our Horſes, 
So merrily they ran along: 8 
nd now for the Praiſe of thoſe Beagles, 
And Horſes that gallop'd ſo free, 
iy pen wanted bringing into Bounds, 
If Time would allow unto me, 


0 Gallants I bid you farewel, 
For I'm ſure your Patience I're tir'd, 
hen hey for a Cup of Old Hock, 

And let hunting be always admir'd. 


Here's 


( 6) 


Here's a Health to all honeſt true Sportſmen 
ho hunt with the Hare and the Houads; 
] hope you will preſently pledge it, 
And fo let this good Health go round. 


l 


The young Man's Praiſe of handſome Pella; 


or, The Power of Love. | 


A H! Gods, what can be ftranger, 
| Sure none but Love, or you, 
Could &er ſo fix a Ranger, 
As Jam fixed now, 


My Mind till now in ranging, 
Like Bees from Flower to Flower, 

Was only pleas'd when changing, 

But now can change no more, 


For Bella, handſome Bella, | | 
My Dear, I' monly thine: | 
Thy Wir admits no Fellow, LN 

Thy Beauty is divine. 


| | 
Ye Powers, be kind, attend her, N 
And guard her from all Harms; KA 
From other Men defend her, 8 
Conduct her to my Arms. y 

If Heaven grant me my Honey, \ 

A Figtor all beſides; Hat 
What Care I for their Money, I 


Was Bella but my Bride. 


A + # 
h range the World all over; 


nen] Then in a golden Shower, 
ds Hike Fove, or Dianas Lover, 


In Bella's Lap Id pour 


he Wealth of both the Indter, 
And bleſs my deareſt Life, 
Vith Store of richeſt Dainties, 
Becoming ſuch a M ife. 


la; 


The beautiful Shepherdeſs. e 


"HAT though I be a Country Laſs, 
A lofty Mind I bear O, 
think myſelf as good as thoſe, 
That gay Apparcl wear O: 
hat though my Coat be home-ſpun Grey, 
My Skin it is as ſoft O, 
\s thoſe that in their Cypreſs gay, 
Carry their Heads aloft O. 


What though [ keep my Father's Sheep, 
'Tis a thing that muſt be done O, 
Garland of the gayeſt Flowers 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun O: 
IWhere Cer I ſee them feedding be, 
Where Graſs and Flowers {pring O, 
Hard by a Cryſtal Fountain Stream, 
I fit me down and ſing O. 


. 9 
M Leather Bottle ſtuft with 1 Sade, 
My drink is very thin O: 


No Wine to tempt my Brain to rage, 


Nor tempt my Mind to Sin O: 

My Country Curds, my Wooden Spoon, 
Methinks are very finc O, 

And on a ſhady Bank at Noon, 
IIl fir me down and dine O. 


I wear no Jewels in my Ears, 


No Pearl about my Neck O, 
No coſtly Robes then do 1 wear, 
My Body pure to deck O: 


My Body s fair, I'll keep it found, 


An honeſt Mind WE O, 


| And for an hundred thouſand Pound, 


'T value it not a Pin O. 


What chouph my Portion will not allow, 
No Bags of ſhiiing Gold O, 


As Farmers Daughter's now a Days 


Like Swine are bought and ſold O: 


| Bur for the Man, whom 1oc'er he be, 


Thar I chance to wed O, 
Pl keep a Jewel worth them all, 
I mean my Maiden-head O. 
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